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PROLOGUE.* 


Written by Doc roa Hour Tos. 


Spoken by Mr. FawczrTr, in the character of Nimblo—diſ- 
guiſed as a Sailor, with a Wooden-leg. 
(Speaking as be enters.) 
ZOUNDS, Meſſmate Author, if you muſt have tricks, 


Make me at once a Devil en two Sticks,” 
Not a poor imp on ane, from home caſt out, 


Juſt like a Beggar thus—to ſtump about. 


(Comeng forward.) 
Good folk, I pray you hear the Lubber's ſhift, 
He ſays, he does me favour by chis gift, [pointing to his wooden- 
J | 
—— Tar, zealous for BaiTarn's good, 
Glories to ſplice his hull with honour's wood ; 
And een ComMANnDERS in their country's cauſe, 
Wear this proud trophy midſt the World's applauſe ; 
And cou'd they give the foe a harder ftroke, 
Wov'd wiſh each limb was made of Egli Oat; 
Then cheer, my boys! this prayer will greet, 
O, may How meet again the Gallic Flur / 
Whiſpering our Poet, I 'd to judge 
5 
i tle 1 e, 
Deſcribes the cabin of a enti, F 
Who'll give the Crotchet Science, in full ſcore, 
Such terms as Amateurs ne er heard before; 
With whom exhibits, I ſhall hint, my lad, 
A ſpouting Publicaz, ftark ſtaring mad; 
Wie'd rather drew ane foncence from « play, 
Than fifty corks from buſineſs or for pay: 


* The lines marked with i Commas ed 1 
the dil inverted C were omitted in 


Sir, 


PROLOGUE. 


Sir, Sir, cried I—Crotchets are unconfin'd, 
And reign thro? life's great veſſel here—the * D. 


Brothers a-head, ſmile—but ll maintain 
We've all our own dear Crotchets of the brain: = 
Yes, Meſſrs. "gang tho? you ſneer tis true, 
For Crotchets—damnable, belong to you ; 

And LavDits—but the Faſhions Il not __ 

Had you a thouſand Cretchers in 

Ne'er 1 it, girls—dreſs eaſy, ſpruce — light, 
D— mme, dreſs as you pleaſe, you're always right: 
A Sailer loves to ſee you neat and trim, 

And Waift, or zo Waiſt, is the fame to him. 


ho e n 


wa bo. if the ſhou'd chance to meet you, 
Lay bas 7 and pop again — but ne er hit you; 


Sailors ſtay at home, I 5 
You'd | pany con to a ng Oe 


One faſhion ſhou'd prevail, when the bright Fair 
« Of Bxuxswick comes to bleſs proud Albion's Hz: ;* 
« Rig out your Colours, ev'ry bind, 
With y Streamers, floating on the wind: 


* This 15 no idle Crotchet of the brain, 


«© But Grace and Honour in fair Beauty's train; 
« For brave BAITAN NIA claims rex as her own, 


« And hails xzx lineal DauGHTER of our Taryrone.” 
No more, but humbly for our Bard to 


You'll net think fat the Crorchers'of his 72 
He now is ifing both fake and gquaver, 
Grant him ſafe anch'rage in You port of favour! 


De Prologue cut written and ſpoken a wweeks previous 
to the expectad arrival of the PxincCzss of WaLEs, Tie. 
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ACT L 
SCENE I. A Hall at an Int. 


[ Bell rings: 
Enter Mard meeting «a Warrzx. 


MAID. 


oF wy af 4 


War, Waiter, a chaiſe is juſt drove a 


yard, and nobody at hand to make a 
open the carriage door, and ſhew the gentleman 
a raom, 

Waiter. And why not you drop him a curtſey, | 
and give him a welcome with that bewitching pair 
rn 
night, were bright enough to light to 
r ] 

A nee! 

Waiter. Yes, and you afterwards 
ad nana. wo. his 


$I 


full half 
* 


* 1 


| bowl of punch-to the company in the gallery 
room, two pair of ſtairs; and then carry a bottle 
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E 22 ivy Ow 


Waiter... My maſter |—ha ha—then you muſt 
complain to him, Dolly, in Play-lingo, or he'll not 
mind you—why, girl, he's been ſtark ſtage mad, 
ever ſince we had the company of ftrollers per- 
forming in the old barn, and gives all his orders 
in the language of your theatre folk ; and obliges 
his company, as he calls us ſervants, to aſſemble 


every day in the kitchen, to hear his f. non- 
ſenſe. [ Bell rings. 
Maid. Coming, Sir. 
Waiter. Fly, Dolly, fly ! [ Exit Maid. 


Here ſtruts the old ſpouti publican, (frown- 
ing like the Black Bear Geer ths dear.) 


Euter LanpoLoRD with @ very large bowl in bis 
band. 


\ 


Landbrd. Here, Thomas, ſtep with this Be- 
verage for the Gods. 

Waiter. e Beverage for the Gods! 

Landlord. Ay, . 


in the upper region. 


Waiter. My upper region, Sir, don't 'compre- 
hend you. 


Landbrd. Blockhead, I mean ſtep with this 


of port to the gentlemen in the ſtage box. 
Waiter. O! to the gentleman's gentleman on 
the box of the ſtage coach at the door. 
Landlord. No, numpſkull ! the ſtage box, O. 
P. that's your cue. 
Waiter. Zounds, Sir, —T never learne ſuch P's 


and Q's in my life ? what the duce do you mean? 


— To Mean —why, carry this wine, _ 


* 
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2 to the „ >——w——— 
window, ſite 
Waiter. S 12 Yu © 2 1—0. P. 
oppoſite pump !—mercy upon us 

Landlord. id. The ſtupid ſcene ſhifter ! 
[The bar-bell rings wolently. 


Silence that dreadful bell!“ what an infernal 


. 


noiſe—as Othello ſays, © Shaos is come 
Vir. Chaiſe horſe !—yes, Sir, old founder'd 
Dobbin is juſt led home by the oftler. 
[ Exit Waiter. 
Landlord. © Off with his 'head—ſq much for 
The curſed lapper of that bell i [nt 
c 18, 
+ <a ll forth and 
walk awhile.” 


Enter LanvLady, | 
__— Walk !—the man's mad !—I fay, 


* Zendarg. Case] Suppole 1 thould become 
great actor in London, what character ſhall I 


vor is te Movkes of Venice. 
Landlady. The Jew looking gentlemen in the 


parlour has been calling this half hor fr pork 
chops ! | 


my debur. 
Landlady. I your butt 
Landlord. 3 
and won't be learn. [ Afrge. 
2 
came in 
want of thaw ſhe ordered. 


* 
* 
- * 
. 
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Enter W arTER. 


Landlord: The ftage !—* Run, Scrub, for any 
cordial water.“ FL an offeminate Voice. 
Waiter. I am no Scrub, Sir! 


Landlady. Tis brandy, I tell you, the lady 


wants. [ Exit Waiter. 
Landlord. © I'll charge them high with brandy!” 
[ Sings. 

She won't mind what you charge. 


Landlord. II next play Romeo. 
Landlady. TII play the devil if you don't attend 
to you bufineſs—there's the maimed failor, that 
you have ſuffered to loiter about the houſe theſe 
three days, is a downright leveller. 
Landlord. A leveller !—* angels and miniſters - 
of grace defend us! 
Yes, a leveller—for the cook did 


Landlady. 
but juſt place the round of corned beef in the 
kitchen window, and from the yard he lowered it 
down to the edge of the diſh in five minutes 
I Kr 


Landlord. « Is this a dagger that 1 


me 2?” | 
Landlady. No— tis the very knife he levelled 
the beef with, I caught him in the fact. 
Landlord. © I'll chace the villain through the 


world.” [ Exat. 
Hunt him from about our houſe, and 
it will be ſufficient. [ Exit. 
[ Room bell rings. 

Enter DastiLzY. 


Daſfbley. This is the ſtrangeſt inn I ever entered 
every body running about, and yet n no atten- 
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dance given 4 . 
2 whole poſſe 4 ar i he 


Enter Lax Dbronb and ſervants, pulling in N1imBLE, 
dreſſed as « dalle; with @ wooden ty, and danſe 
Wig. 


Landlord. © Dare but to lift your red right 
arm!“ 

Nimble. That I will—and my lefe too, if you 
don't looſe your from my quarters. 

— 41 Hey day —what's the cauſe of this 
outrage ? 

Nimble. Mr. Daſhley, by all that's comical ! 


now impudence and invention aſſiſt me, to pre- 

vent a diſcovery— | Al.. 

Landlord. © This great potentate !'* 
Daſpley. Great — 

3 The man has unſhipped the rudder of 
unde 


Landlord. 1 mean, Sir, this wooden- 
| legged fellow, has juſt now borne down on, and 
vi et armis, aſſailed, wounded, and devoured, cer- 
tain proviſions, the goods, l 
of me, Timothy Truncheon — but, ban 
Paul!“ 
Daſbley. Patience ! 
Landlord. Patience“ preach it to the winds!” 
Daſbley. What do you fay ws his charge, friend ? 
Male. | have no objeftion to his charge, your 
honour, fo he brings me no bill. 


Landlord. * What does he in the north, when 
he ſhould ſerve his ſovereign in the weſt ?” 


Naſbley. In what place? 
— 


—— 0 ——— — 


day morning, 
| 12 and being naturally a bit of a ſportſman, 
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Nimble. Newcaſtle, in old England. 


Dafhbley. And your parents? 
Nimble. Peo 


ple of renown—they made ſome 
noiſe in the world, I aſſure you. 
Daſdlzy. Noiſe. | * 
Nimble. Yes, your honour, for my father was a 
tinker, and my mother ſung ballads ; but both dy- 
ing, I was ſent to the pariſh work-houſe, where my 
maſter, inſtead of letting me hammer my brains 
over a horn book, hae me cloſe to beating hemp. 
42 "Wo he had placed it round your 
nec * | 7 | 1 . 
Nimble. Damme, if I had you at the gangway, 
but I'd place a round dozen on your back. 
Daſbley. Never mind him, friend—the 
means no harm—he is a dealer in ſcraps of plays. 
Landlord. * A mw ſhreds and patches !” 
Dafbley. Go on, friend —beati mp was a 
. 8 
Nimble. Quite eaſy—I only laboured twelve 
hours in the day, had my board for nothing, be- 
ſides a board to lie on. 
Landlord. Yes, and you thought to have had 
your board here too, for nothing, baſe” beef- 
cater.” | 
—_ I was then bound apprentice toa black- 
Landlord. O, the Cyclops!” 
Daſbley. That was worſe and worſe ! ; 
- Nimble. No, better and better—the heat of the 
forge kept me warm. I wanted no clothes even 
in winter, and on a 8 I had my liberty. 
Daſbley. That was a happineſs! | 
Nimble. A very great misfortune ; for one Sun- 
ng cver a field, I plumped on a- 


bringing it 


away, 


threw myſelf flat upc n it, and was 
| 3 ; : . 
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away, when I was ſeized by the Lood of the Ma- 


nor, 

Landbrd. « Shall Lords and Commons in their 
wiſdom afſemble in Parliament, to make laws 
about hares and partridges, only to be laughed at? 
—Abominable !” 

Nimble. Tried at the ſeſſions, convicted of not 
being worth 100 pounds a year, and ſent up to 
Newgate to be tranſported. 

Landlord. © Garniſh Captain, Garniſh !”” 

Daſbley. That was truly diſtre 1 

5 Not in the leaſtI ate, » and did 

g for ſix months. 2 ” 

— A long time. a 

Nimble. It appeared very ſhort—I was at length 
ſhipped, with others, for the plantations. 

Daſfhley. What a cauſe of ſadneſs. 

Landlord. ** *T'was pitiful !—'twas wond'rous 
pitiful !”* | 

Nimble. No—'twas neither fad or pitiful ; for 
the ſea- air agreed with me, and I laughed and fung 
the whole voyage I ſerved my — out, and then 


Joyfully worked my paſſage home. 

Landlord. © "Twas ſtrange ! — 'twas paſſing 
ſtrange !”” 
 Nimble. Strange !—damme, why was it ſtrange 
that I ſhould wiſh to return to old England, where 
A ad carded. Cratadte; Areas 


fortably. 

Daſbley. Then your wiſh was gratified. | 
Nimble. Much difa ; for, on landing, I 
was taken by a preſs-gang, 3 
fore a juſtice. | 
Dali. Cruel! 

Nimble. Very kind; for he let me enter for a 


foldier—I loſt the comrade of this leg at the bege 
aui. 
34 Land- 
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Landlord. © Come to my arms thou prince of 
Heroes.” [ embraces bim. 

Nimble. Zounds !—TI tell you, you are mad, —T 
was then, your honour, put on board a tranſport, 
to be ſent home. 

Daſbley. Poor fellow 
Nimble. Rich rogue | for I had all my pay in 
my pocket. 

Landlord. © I'm now not worth fifty ducats in 
the world! 

Waiter. What a confounded falſehood ' I faw 
him receive fifty guineas this morning at the bar ! 

[Afide. Exit. 

Daſhley. Your having four whole pay in your 
pocket was lucky. 

Nile. Deviliſh unlucky ! for our veſſel was 
captured by a French frigate—The Monſieurs togk 
my money, and lodged me in a priſon. 

Landlord. © Behold theſe fetters !” 

Daſfbley, Your cauſe was ſingular. 

Nimble. Not at all; for my — 
in the ſame ſituation. 

Daſbley. Then you deſpaired. 

Nimble. No; my courage roſe So, one night 
I got up and cut the French ſentry down. 
Landlord, Ay, ay, nobody doubts your ability 
at cutting—witneſs my poor round of beef. 
Nimble. So, egad, ng agree J got off, ſtole 
a boat, launched one to ſen, and was ſoon after 
taken up by an Engliſh privatcer. | 

Daſbley. How fortunate ! 

Nimble. Quite the reverſe !—for ſhe was ſpeedily 
wrecked on the coaſt of Cornwall, and I was thrown 


on ſhore almoſt frozen to death, anos 


N Miſerable predicament! 
| Nimble. Not ſo bad, neither; for I was happily 
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ſeized with a violent fever, which not only kept 
me warm, but fortunately took away my appetite. 

Daſbley. Ha, ha, ha 

Nimble. I ſoon recoyered, and have hobbled 
thus far to ſalute my old maſter of the work-houſe, 
ſhake hands with the blackſmith, thank the juſ- 
tice, attack my landlord's larder, make my — 
to your honour, and hope you will enable me to 
drink ſucceſs to the Britiſh arms. 

Daſhley. What a happy diſpoſition! here, friend, 
are my for your narrative | gives bim money] 
which will at leaſt remove your preſent difficulties. 
Landlord, you need not wait. 

[ Nimble takes off the leg. 

Landlord. ** I attend your Highneſſes's pleaſure 
I mean, ing Sir, [ Exit. 

Nimble. T he generous creature I ever 
knew him ; always ready to adminiſter to the fi 
poſed wants of others, now deſtitute of 
means to anſwer the real claims of his own. A 
thought ſtrikes me, which I'll communicate to him 
— but firſt Ill wet my imagination—here, Waiter ! 


Enter W AITER., 


Your bill, a bottle, and change for a new 
guinea ; but bring the old wine firſt. 
Waiter. Wine! 

Nimdble. Yes, wine. I am naturally warm, fel- 
low, and water don't agree with me. 

Waiter. Fellow ! you make very free ! 

N:mble. I ſhall make ſtill freer, raſcal, and kick 


m_— the cellar ſtairs, if you don't inſtantly 
obey. | 
Waiter. Indeed I will nor. 
Nimble. Indeed but you ſhall, 

Waiter. Confound me if I do. 
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Nimble. You won't! 
Waiter. No, I won't. 

Nimble. Then I'll make e that and 
that! ¶ Kicks the Waiter with bis wooden leg, which 
falls off, be ftill follows--the Waiter ſeems much amazed. 
Waiter. O, Lord, I'm contending 
devil; murder ! fire | thieves ! rape 


with the 
[ Runs out, 


Enter Dsl ETW. 


Daſbley. Sdeath, what new cauſe of alarm ! 

Daſbley. (Seeing Nimble) Hey day! friend, you 
have ſuddenly recovered your loſt leg from Calvi. 
This fellow's an impudent impoſtor 
Nimble. I admit the impudence, but deny the 
zmpoſtorſhip---I only hs done, what, I believe, 
Sir, you yourſelf would have no odjection to 


3 pray, my pretty gentleman, what 
your own timber. ¶ pointing 10 


To fell 
n Gan nab 60 


the wooden 
Daſhley 


ſome before long. Here, Waiter, ſtep for a con- 
ſtable. 


Nimble. For heaven's fake, Mr. Daſhley, have 
patience a moment, I have ſomething that 2 
concerns your intereſt to communicate. 
Daſbley. ou = me, 72 5 
Nimble. Pe (pulls off his wig.) 
Daſhley. Nimble, my old fairhial valet de 
chambre ! 
Nimble. The fone. 
Daſbley. Why this diſguiſe ? 
Nimble. Like the it of mankind, to obtain 


the object of my wiſhes---mine at preſent is matri- 


Daſbley, 
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Daſbley. You have choſen a ſtrange wedding ſuit. 
Nimble. Tis to fuit a wedding. Briefly 
then, Sir, ſince your neceſſities obliged you to bruſh 
own coat, I have been in Wales, where I 
introduced myſelf to a young Cambro Squire 
— = goat, and uncultivated as his own 
native mountains. 

Daſhley. And you have been the leader of this 

hopeful ſheep, I ſuppoſe ?. 

Nimble. es, I was his bell-weather. His fa- 
ther, and that of a lady, re ſolved to unite 
eſtates by the marriage of the young folks at a cer- 
tain ; bur the old gentlemen both dying ſoon 
after the deſtined couple have not ſeen each other 

„ ſome years. 
Db =_ the lady ! 
A charming creature !---has been 
up by an old maiden aunt---who lives 
"hs. The young Welchman is expected 
ry moment, and his uncle, the Gout Doctor. 
Ey. Gout Doctor 
Fo rr Yes, Sir; the well known Empirick, 
who has the impudence to recommend his —— 
for the cure the gout, at the very time he is 
himſelf a to it This incurable curer is 
ſoon looked for from town. to witneſs the union 
of his nephew with the rich young heireſs. 
Dafoley. An heireſs ! 
Nimble, Worth at leaft thirty thouſand pounds ! 
friendſhip for the young 
doing him the honour of becoming 


| Daſbly. = 

Namble. By marrying the aunt, at the fume time 
- he is united to the niece. 

Daſbley. Indeed 
Mule. Upon my veracity : For which pur- 


12 "CROTCHET LODGE; 


= I poſted here ;---by means of this habit gained 
the neceſſary intelligence, and intended meeting 
*Squire Skiken Ap Lloyd in the character of his 
phyſical uncle (whom he never ſaw) and as ſuch, 
viſit the ladies with him, truſting to my extreme 
modeſty for the reſt. 

Daſhley. Ha, ha, ha! if conſummate impu- 
dence can infure ſucceſs, thou art certain of it ; 
but how am I intereſted ? 

Nimble. . Sir, am — P think the 
young lady wo ra on of your figure 
and accompliſhments to this — of a ſquire, and 
to a gemman in your preſent circumſtances, I be- 
eve a beautiful girl, with a good fortune, will be 
no contemptible object. 

Daſbley. I underſtand your hint. 

Nimble. Or if you prefer it, Sir, you ſhall tak 
the old lady, I the young one. | 

Daſpley. Ha, ha, ha! I am obliged to you 
truly. Your deſcription of the young lady, to be 
fure, has its attraftions---but how could I gain 
admittance ? 

Nimble. Say no more---her aunt, Miſs Caroline 
Crochet, affects to be paſſionately fond of muſic ; 
and though really ignorant of the ſcience, is for 
ever larding her converſation with its terms, which 
ſhe, in general, moſt ridiculouſly miſpronounces. 

Daſbley. A whimſical character 

poſſeſſes much 


Nimble. Her niece, Florella, 
ſxill in the ſiſter art To the former, my doctor - 
ſhip can introduce you, if you pleaſe, as a muſical 


cognoſcenti ; to the latter as an amateur in paint- 


gh , You muſt excuſe me---my neceſſities 
ſhall never induce me to degrade the character of 


a gentleman into that of a fortune -hunter, not but 
| 158 k ſhould 


_ 


A FARCE. | 13 


I ſhould like to mark the progreſs of your extreme 
modeſty. 


Nimble. Which is much at your ſervice---come, 
you muſt go---that dreſs will do exceeding well 
for you---but I muſt ſomehow 8 other ure 
one, in which to repreſent the 1 5 
Daſbley. Upon my honour, friend Nimble, 
are a very capital actor. 


Enter LANDLORD. 


Landlord. Is he? Then he ſhall cut the beef 
again as long as he pleaſes. 


* Dahl You are partial to dramatic amuſements, 
[ Exit. 
Yes; I had prodigious 


clever com- 
pany lately performing in my barn---fine jolly 
ogs !---they run up a bill of forty in leſs 
2 a month, when they come back I am to play 
Horatio for them; Þ'll tickle the ladies with 
« were you, ye fair” They left their wardrobe 
behind though, to pay their bill. 
Nimble. I'm deviliſh glad of it! 
Landlord. I'm very much beholden to you. 
Nimble. I mean, becauſe you can accomodate 
me with a dreſs. 


Landlord. That I can, Spaniſh, Turkiſh, or 


Roman--- you ſhall have the very laced jacker, and 
bag in which I played Cato. 

bk, No-- I'm for every thing Engliſh--- 
beſides, tis for a nee 


Landlord. I it had been a Tragedy with all 
my ſoul---then I could have enacted the principal 


Third, Alexander the Great, Julius Czfar, Mark 
Anthony, Macbeth, Cleopatra, or any other of the 


old Grecian Heroes; but where is the Theatre? 
Nimble.- 


character for you. Romeo, Hamlet, Richard the 
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Nimble. O, the ſcene of action is not far diſtant, 
Landlord. Then for the dreſſing- room © wich 
what appetite you may.” 
: _ But zounds! where's my leg all this 
ume | 

Landlord. Which of them? for you ſeem to 
have three. ; 

Nimble. O, here it 1s. | 

Landlord. What, this a theatrical frolic too, eh? 
(takes it up.) kg | 

Nimble. You are right, and heartily welcome 
to the limb in lieu of my bill. Place it among 
your other ſtage properties ; but gratimde obliges 
> you'll take particular care of my old 
wooden friend, to whom I have been ſo much in- 
debted for my ſupport. [Exit Nimble, 

Landlord. Now for my ſoliloquy. 

“Were you, ye fair but cautious”=--[ bel rings] 
coming! coming | [ Exit baſtily. 


CRE 


SCENE II. Another apartment at the bn. 


Enter Pabpr O*'SHauGHNasY booted, &c. 
[ running. ] 


Paddy. Help 4 Tunder a nouns, is there 
no living ſoul in the houſe dead or alive? 


Enter LANDLADY. 


Arrah, my jewel, help! or my poor maſter will 
be ſmothered. 
Landlady. Your maſter---who is he, friend ! 
| Paddy. Squire Shenkin O*Lloyd of Landwelling 
Hall, near Penmacmaws, in al” * 
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ſcended from all the O Jones's, O Evaas's, 
O Thomas's, OfReeces's, O*Wilhams's, O Da- 
vids's, O*Morgans's, O. Lloyds 

Landlady. Take breath. 

Paddy. O“ Wilkins's, OfEdwards's, * O*Shen- 
kins's, OfFloyds's, O*Wynns's, OfGlynn's, 
O Morrice's, O*Griffith's, O*Davis's, O*Owen's, 
O—— Murder. 


| And you are 

Paddy. As anciently deſcended as he is; for St. 
Patrick's firſt couſin, by my mother's ſide, was 
the head of my family. 


And you are the tail of it, I ſuppoſe 2 


Paddy. Faith, my jewel, Paddy O*Shaughnaty 
won't quarrel with you for that; for the laſt, you 
know, of a family, has precedence of all that lived 
before him. | 

Landlady. Ha, ha, ha! what could induce a 
Welch gentleman to take ſuch an Iriſh blunderer 
for his ſervant ? 

Paddy. Blunderer ! is it about precedence you 
mean ? upon my faith, honey, you are blundering 
rſelf if you think ſo---for reckon genealogy 
wards, my dear, and you'll find that the tail 
of a family, as you call it, always ſtands firf— 
that's no bull I believe. 
 Landlady. But where is your maſter ? 

Paddy. Upon my ſoul, honey, I had him 
---hE now lies, poor dear gentleman, kicking and 
ſprawling on his back, in as deep a quagmire in 


looking eyes upon. 
Landlady. How _ he there ? 

Paddy. Why, as him were ping on 
together, one aſter 4. Sr 
at all, at all, turning round. the curſed ſharp corner 
of the lane, he rode plump againſt a ſweet young 

creature 


the road as you would wiſh to clap your two good 
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creature on horſeback, and ſouſe they both fell 
into the mud; my poor devil of a maſter ſtrangely 
fell undermoſt; the lady is all over in a 3 | 
and ſo, her companion, or mother, has ſent 
me, dye ſee, to bring aſſiſtance without a mo- 
ment's loſs of time, to draw them out. 

Landlady. A lady ſaid you? Here, Waiter 
an accident has happened on the road - order the 
oſtler immediately to put four horſes to a chaiſe, 
and bring the gentry here. 

Paddy. A chaiſe and four ! upon my ſoul, honey, 
the place is ſo near, that the horſes noſes will be 
over their faces before the carriage is out of the 

Landlady. At all events 'tis a clear five ſhillings 
for putting to. LA lde. 

Paddy. Arrah, my dear, you may fave 2 
the trouble for here they come. 
. Madam Florella and her aunt, Miss 
Caroline Crotchet, as I live! [ Exit. 


Enter LanDLoRD, fhewing in company. 


ane Here's company more lights, 7e 
knaves, and turn the tables. 


Euter e LAanDLADY, Oc. leading in 
FLORELLA and Miſs CROTCHET, . 


Daſbley. Chairs inſtantly---pleaſe to be ſeated, 
ladies---I hope, Madam, you have ſuſtained no 
material injury. 
| Flerella. No, Sir; the only ill effects 1 feel 
ariſe from the fright. 
You had better, Makes, take a 
thimble-full of ſomething comfortable, to revive 


your ſpirits, 
Florella. 
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Flerella. A glaſs of water, if you pleaſe. 


Miſs Crotchet. I'll take your advice Mrs. 


What-d'ye-call-em, for my ons have 
nearly diſcord the harmonicals of my delicate ſyſ- 
rem.---(takes a glaſs ). 

gy woe There's poiſon in the cup” (Lend- 


bim from proceeding.) 
2 I ſhould have ſuffered leſs had 1 
fallen too. | 
Enter SHINKEN, with bis cloaths dirty. 
Shinken. Put as Cot is hur life, hur ſhould have 


ſuffert much more---an't by this time have ſhook 
hants with hur anceſtors in the other 'orld.--- 


Here, Waiter, pring her a pruſh and pumper of 


ty. | 
EM6/s Croteber. Florella, why don't you thank the 
gentleman in a dulce maunti ſtile for his fu-gue to 
reſcue you from the confurio of the accident? 
Flarella. I am truly ſenſible, aunt, of the gen- 
tleman's polite attention in . 
the awkward ſituation in which I felt myſelf. 
n Crotchet. Awkward indeed, child! Had 
you been a leſs principal performer in the tumb- 
ling duetto, it would have afforded a fine ſtudy 
nature, for your own pencil---the wanton 

wind ſported ſo ad rippitum with your drapery. 
Flerella. Indeed, aunt, you bring my figure too 
forward on the canvas, and your colouring is ſo 
high, that you make me bluſh. : 
Daſbley. I ought rather to bluſh, Ma'am, for 
not having flown to your aſſiſtance time enough to 
preyent your our ſeat. 
Mifs Crotchet. ale to your compliments. 
1 Fine ale! no better brewed in Eng- 
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* 
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Miſs Crotchet. Her fituation was affit-u-ofo, your 
conduct, Sir, as that of her inte fpoſa 
there, the baſs confitinta to the whole movement. 
ley. Her huſband ! heaven forbid ! (Aide. 

Shinken. Pleſs her foul ! and hur poty, hur has 
cot the worſt of the miſchance, miſhap, and mis- 


fortune, without coming in for even a morſel or 
mite of the pity. 


Enter Papp. 


Paddy. *** 
door to carry back the ladies out of the mud. 

Landlord. © A downright Teague by this light!“ 
Shinken. The tevil and his tam, you be! a 
chaiſe and four! who coult orter it? 

Paddy. The good ſoul of the inn. | 

Shinken. Then let the coor foul of the inn pay 
hurſelf out of hur own pocket, look you 


Daſoley. Give me leave to ſettle ae n — 

Maſs Crotchet. By no means, Sir---Mr. Shinken 
Ap Lloyd, let your ſervant lead our horſes round, 
while we walk and rante, and you accompany us 
through the grove to Crotchet Lodge, in a true 


movement morning to Sir. (. 
84505 — W 


Shinken. Hur is a mountain cote, if hur pudges 
29 are ſatisfied, and hur is cot 
pling. pickle. Here, Patry, take hur 


Welch Wi pring in hur portmanteau. 
S have my parents ſe- 


lected for my huſband ! (Afide.) 
Miſs Crotchet. Was ever fuch a brute ! 
Shinken. Prute ! Why can't the ſhentleman 
there, ſquire you and my prite, that is to be, 
home, while bur makes hurielf a little comfortable 
here---will you be ſo king, Sir ? 
; Daſhtey. 


Daſbley. Wich all my foul, Sir---you may rely 
upon my attention to the lady. 
1 Crotchet. The bumpkin knows no more of 
res 
Florells. Surely you cannot be fo weak as to 
ſuffer —— 

Shinken. No---no---hur tont fint hurſelf much 
hurt---hur ſufferings will ſoon pe over---lean on 
the ſhentleman's arm, prite. 

Daſhley. Do me the honour, ladies, to follow 
the gentleman's advice. 
JO You are fo polite, Sir, there is 
offer. 


aſbley. your 
Shinken. Why then, Mr. dr hur will do 
as much for you, the firſt time hur fints you goiag 
to be married, flung in the rirt, and tiert with a 


journey. 
Miſs Crotchet. (Well, poſitively, Florella, you 


ſhall never mount that wicked horſe of your's 
o---I would 


again; he gallops with too much canſprit 
14 of them you ſhall 
that canters all- leg- 

0-mannon tripo, and I'll port my gig. 
Florella. Your poney, Madam !---why, it is not 
bigger than a good ſized Newfoundland dog. 
Miſs Crotchet. Pye-ano, child---pye-ano---would 
you believe it, Sir, the dear little dolſ-ſee creature, 
though only ten hands and an inch high, carries 
me like an infant ?---And though he-trots rather 
Nie the ſtones, yet is little feet | 
e Dr. Dumplin's fingers over 
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N | 
re, Patty, why the tevil tont you bring hur 


| — Jack and hur portable ſhaving 
151 „Patty, you blockheat ! | 
afbley and Ladies ; Shins and Paddy 


Landbrd. Mow dezes « ch Hl PM 


proceed uninterrupted with my ſolilbquy.,  . 
rings } 


« Were you, fair, 
but 
bu ono. Kr but cations (A 
— — be raiſes bis 

ft in @ frenzy. — 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT IL 


| SCENE I. The Kijchen of the Inn. 
The Servqnts (men and women ſeated at à large table 
-- -laquors Placed on ft---The ANDLORD ftanding. 
: e SERVANTS. | 
HA, ha, ha! 
Landlord. © Moſt potent, and reverend 
Signiors Now you muſt ſuppoſe me to be a 
great k | 


Servants. We do---we do. 
Landlord. *© That I have ta'en away this old 
— — — daughter! 
4. it ĩs n 

Then you muſt be a black indeed indeed * 

Landlord. Silence, I fay---< True, I have mar- 
ried her.” 

Boats. Worſe and worſe ! ecod, Maifter Trun- 


9p 
Boots's mouth. Zounds ! that fellow puts me 
quite qut---where was 1 ?---Oh ! 
Rude am I in ſpeech.” 


Enter Boy. 
Boy. r in che front parlour want to 


w what's 


to pay. 
| Landlord. Tell mipe hoſteſs boy. 
Rude am I in ax 
3 


Boy. 


& 
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Boy. Sir, Sir! 

Landlord. Get out, you little yelping cur (frikes 
bim.) 

« Hence! Avaunt ! Caſſio ſhall have my place.“ 

Boy. ( Frightened) Maſter's mad ! [ Exit. 

« Rude 18 ſpeech. 

— —  —— 


Margery poor tender foul, I have 
f — 11 0 hw Be wen 
Otter, nar A dar od — Wo 
zling fellow 


ys keeps the ale before Mi whe 
— erg Al! Mr. Nimble full dreft ! here 
e 
your buſineſs. [ Exit Servants. 


Enter NimBLz, dreſſed as Doctor Cuno, bis 
5 bands and feet wrapt in flannels. 


Landlord. Ha, ha, ha !---< Dreſs to be fure, 
David, does make a difference. 

Nmble. David! call me Doctor Chronic, or 
Pl make worm's meat of you. bis Bic 

Landlord. Egad, POSED ' a 
Date tel B n promiſe---1] 
am to have * > peep behind the curcain,” at night. 
Nimble. Yes, and have a curtain: lecture in the 
morning, or I am miſtaken, from my Landlady. 


Alde. 
Landlord. Ah! you have doubtleſs your - 
name in a bill many times before now. 
Nimble. In a thouſand---but never once in one 
with a receipt to it. [ {feae. 
Landlord. Raptures ! At the top of a play-bill, 


perhaps. 
Nimble. I wiſh you was at the bottom of the ſea. 
Landlord. © Give me leave---here lies the water 


- -good 
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; here ſtands the 
go to this water, and drown himſelf. 8 

Nimble. Damme, hang yourſelf---I tell you 1 
am in a violent hurry. 

Landlord. © Wiſely and flow---they ſtumble that 
run faſt!” Exit ftrutting. 

Nimble. Now for the muſical Crochet! 
Ha, ha, ha! I appear rather a comical figure for 
a lover, to be ſure ; no matter, thus ſwaddled in 
flannels, the lady can't doubt the warmth of my 
affections! (But where the duce is Mr. Daſhley ? 
he is ſo particular, that I ſuppoſe he'll not go to 
the Lodge without a preſſing invitation.) Zounds! 
here comes Squire Shinken---now for a ſpecimen, 
under this diſguiſe, of my mock re ip, and 


aſſumed phyſical confequence. ¶ aſſumes lameneſs. } 
Enter SHINKEN. | 


So, ſcoundrel, you are here I find before me. 
Shinken. Hur muſt pe a mite, or a orm, or a 
cate inſect, inteet, to pe pehint ſuch a crip- 
ple. But who the tevil are you? 
Nimble. T'll cripple you, you raſcal ! don't you 
know your own natural uncle; as famous for the 


mildneſs of his temper, as his ſkill in curing the 
? 

3 Ha, ha, ha! you hur uncle, Doctor 
Chronic ! As Cot is hur life, look you now, hur 
is proke down, juſt like hur your old” Tonkey Jack 
at Lantwelling-Hall, not a to ſtand on ! | 
Nimble. I'll make you ſtand on your head befere 
I've done with you. Here's an impudent _ 
com a Doctor to an Aſs, 

Shinken. Hur tit not intent to offent. 

Nimble. Well, Scapegrace, attend me to the 


C 4 lady's 


if the man 


Madam Crotchet's after all Princes to act and 
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lady's houſe ; I have brought down with me a very 


to 
CE The devil he is! Well done, modeſt 

Mr. Dafhley ! [ afide] Come, Sir, let me lean on 

ſhoulder, and lead the way. 

Shinken. If hur pleaſes, hur woult prefer walking 


nt. 
Nimble. Why fo, firrah ? 
Shinken. Pecauſe her has pee 


trip Y 
have fallen under the weight of phyſical profundity. 


Come, Sir, follow me, then, to Crotchet Lodge. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter the Lax ron, (as if be bad been lifening.) 


Landlord. To the ! ho, ho! Come 
near me now, Hall ?”*---So the is at 


Monarchs to behold the ſwelling ſcene.” ---cgad, 
Til make one 


them before the night's per- 
ance, or 


name is not TI Truncheon. 
Hey day! Mr. Nimble returned fo foon. 


Enter Doftor Cho, dreſſed the ſame as NIMBLE. 


Chronic. I am more fatigued with my journey, 
than if I had attended the whole circle of my pa- 
tients.---Landlord ! Landlord ! 


Landlord. What ſys my beau in buſkins ?” 


Chronic. 
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branic. Umph ! 2 pretty modeſt ſalutation this 


to a r, and a new title for a gentleman in 
— — 


Landlord. What you here, Mr. Nimble ? 
Chronic. Nimble ! Do you jeſt with my infirmi- 
ties, fellow ! Remember! [bald up bis fick. 
Landlerd. I do---I do---1 ſhould have called 
you Doctor Chronic. 

Chronic. That's my name. 

Landlord. I know it is, till the —_— 


Chrozic. How the fame of a great man travels 
before him ! 


Chronic. This fellow knows where I'm going 
too! order me a poſt-chaiſe di i 

Landlord. Poſt-chaiſe ! would not a cart be 
more in character ? 

Chronic. A cart! 

Landlord. Les; as you would then ride like 
Theſpis himſelf. © What ho! harneſs white Sur- 
rey” to the beer-car. 

Chronic. Had I my carbine here, I'd blow your 
brains out, you impudent knave. 

goed name in man and 


Landlord. Knave! © 
woman, dear, my Lord, 1s the immediate jewel of 
the ſoul.” 

Chronic. (Soul ! 

Landlerd. Yes; and you'll fay I'm a goed ſoul, 
by and bye; for I am reſolved you ſhall mak 


triumphant entry into Crotchet Lodge, like Alex- 
ander the Great into Babylon.) | 

Chronic. If you don't 1 order a Chaiſe to 
the door, and hold your peace, (you ſhall make 
your 


 *® KY 
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— into the other 

Landlord. © In peace, there's ſo becomes 
a man, — —wtyoe har But when 
the blait of war blows in our ears. Damme, you 
ſhall have the chaiſe, and I'll go with you. 

1 Te M. ir 1 long ſee 

Landlord. Yes, I will; to you 
rehearſe. 

Chronic. Practice, he means. 

Landlord. But I ſuppoſe you know that you are 
hable to be taken up as 2 rogue, and committed 
as a ? 

— Ye! — NE li 

es, you get a licence 
from the Magiſtrates for performing. 

Caronic. Blockhead ! I have long been honoured 
as a licentiate. 

Landlord. Tm glad of it; ah! I always thought 
you was an old 

Chronic Old ftager ! no---The fellow takes me 
for a Mountebank, hs; 


Landlord. Ha! Gone! * You thall not fy 10 
faſt as TIl purſue.” 24 
„ 7's Rooke F [ Exit running. 


SCENE II. 4 apartment in Crotchet Lodge. 


Enter Tniszz, fbewing in NiuBLE as Doctor 
CHRONIC, (SHINKEN following.) 


Thiſbe. This way, Sir---My is ting at 
preſent, but will wait on you in a 


Nabe. Upon my foul, a Sn oF 
(nephew 
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__ a turn in the hall---do you hear, 
Shinken. Hur is coing, Ecod, hur fints the 
cout has not affected the old ſhentleman's liquoriſh 
tooth however.) [ Exit. 
Nimble. You are very young, child. 
Thiſbe. I'm old enough, Sir, not to tell my age. 
Nimble. And as ſmart, my dear, as you are 
tty. 
7e I am ſorry I can't return the compliment. 
Nimble. 3 you little 
ſmiling I. n which will be more acceptable. 
Thiſbe. O! Lord, Sir! 


article in this houſe. 


ſwains ſhould ne er be rude; 
kiſs a maid is pa, paw, 
To kiſs a maid, kiſs a maid, Sir, is pa, paw. 


tell . 


Pit a pit a pat, pat—O law ! 

cos io ba, op00--O he! 
Feel, ſo does mine—it is your's to 
With a pit a pat, a pit a pat, a pat, O law! 


With a pit a pat, a pit a pat, a pat, O law! 


kiſſing is a prohibited 


Git EG ia capa: — 


4 „ 
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Ninble. 1 would, but faith I can't tell how, 
With my lack-a-day, lack-a-day, pray do, ! 
With my lack-a-day, well-a-day, I pray do, pſhaw ! * 


(She ſcreams, and running out meets DaSHLEY, wha 
catches ber in bis arms, and kiſſes ber as ſbe exits. 


ley. (Ah ! Nimble in this diſguiſe---m 
dear fellow, I am fo happy. a 
Nimble. At having robbed me of the ſweets of 
the girl's lips, I ſuppoſe. 

. No, faith; but at my favourable re- 
ception here. The old lady inſiſts on my ftaying 
to a concert this evening, and her lovely niece has 
given me pretty broad hints of her averſion to the 
intended marriage with Squire Shinken Ap Lloyd. 

Nimble. Huſh ! here he comes. 


Enter SHINKEN. 


Shinken. Ah! hur coot frient---hur prought the 
laties ſafe home, hur fints ; hur juſt met hur in- 
rentet prite ; hur ſeems much beholten to you--- 
an't truly ſo am I. | 


W do * try to pring 
ur into KS: | 


the young lady deem it an intruſion ? 
Sbinten. Never you mint that--—tell hur I be- 
ſeecht, intreatet, and inſiſtet on your coming. 
5 
[ Exit 


Daß. I will---I will jnftantly---This 
yond my hopes. (aide. 
The above words were adapted to che muſic of a kind. 
Chineſe Air, as remaskahle for its monoſyllables as whimfi- 


want of 
555 * 
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Shinken. What a conteſcenſion and affapility for 
Jo fery fine a ſhentleman ! 

Nimble. Yes, he always took after me. 

Shinken. I dare ſay hur will ſomehow contrive to 
pring hur out of hur melancholic. 


Nimble. That he will---P'll anſwer for him.) 


Enter FO00TMAN. 


Foetman. My lady will be happy to ſee Doctor 
Chronic in the drawing-room. | | 
Shinken. (And hur will co ſee what cattle they 


have cot in the ſtaple.---Hur is tolt the horſes 


names ate all plac'd in the ſtalls, like thoſe of the 


Knight's in King Edward's chapel in Weſtminſter 
Appy-) | —_ 

Nimble. Now for my tender lambkin ! If ſhe is 
not quite ſo young and handſome as Mr. Daſhley's 
---I have at leaſt the conſolation to know that her 
fleece is better worth ſhearing. [ Exit. 


— —— 


SCENE II. An elegant Drawing- room. 


Miſs Caorenzr het, and ſeated on a ſopby with 
fome Miufic in ber band, à barp near ber, This 
Miſs Crotchet. Is Signor Taffini come? 
Thiſbe. Who, Madam? 

Miſs Crotchet. My muſic-maſter, dunce. 

Thisbe. O! old Taffy, the blind harper---He is 
below, Madam, playing Rule Britannia” to the 
maids in the kitchen. 

Mie Crotchet. Let him be told that I am pre- 
vented from taking a leſſon, but that I ſhall want 
him to perform in my orchgfer this evening. 

4 Tbiſbe. 
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Thiſbe. Yes, Ma'am. 

Miſs Crotchet. Deſire Daniel, the 
get the cracked French horn ſoldered ; and Peter, 
the coachman, to have a new ſounding poſt put to 
his cry-moan-0. 

Thiſbe. I will, Madam. 

Miſs Crotchet. Let ſome one inform the wild- 


groom, 'to 


beaſt man that I ſhall want a ſalus on his trumpet, 
me 


between the acts, and likewiſe to accompany 
X in the © Soldier Tired.“ [ bums à part of it.] 
Thi/be. It ſhall be done, Madam. | 
/s Crotchet. And let his one-armed ſon alſo 
» to beat the double drum. Exit Thiſbe. 
I am reſolved to give the Doctor and his friend a 
ſpecimen of my ſcientific taſte, which cannot fail 
to enrapture their muſical ears, as the Poet fays, 
with * long cords of fweet ſounds.” 


Enter TRHISsBR and NIMBLE. 


Thiſbe. The gentleman, Madam. 
Miſs Crotchet. Doctor Chronic, I am happy to 
ſee you at Crotchet Lodge, the harmonic ſeat of 


the muſes. 

Nimble. The happineſs is mine, Madam. | 
Aſs Crotchet. (I you will excuſe the diſ- 
order in which you find me—l was juſt caſting my 
eye over the ſcore of a few notes of my own com- 

poſition. 

Nimble. Notes! I ſhould prefer a fingle one 
with the ſterling name of Abraham Newland, to 
a waggon load of - them.) p [ Afide. 
Miſs Crotchet. Would you chuſe a little refreſh - 
ment, Sir, after your journey ? , 
Nimble. If you pleaſe, Madam. | 
Miſs Crotchet. Thiſbe, chocolate immediately. 
Nimble. Ah! you wicked little devil 
[Aide to Thiſbe, as ſhe 700 | 
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Miſs Crotchet. Pray, Sir, be ſeated. 

Nimble. Under the tuition of ſo able a cogno- 
ſcenti as your Ladyſhip, Miſs Florella is doubtleſs, 
a capital muſician. ö 4 i 

5 Crotchet. Quite the reverſe, Sir; in point 
of Wk, ſhe is 1 natural. She does not 
know E flat from D ſharp. 


Nimble. What a misfortune ! 

Miſs Crotchet. Me-taſſo ! would you believe it, 
Doctor, ſhe employs her whole time in painting 
ripe fruit, fading flowers, old women, and other 


ieces of ſtill life! 
* perverſion of taſte ! 


Nimble. What a 


Miſs Crotchet. So I often tell her—lf you muſt 
exerciſe your pencil, ſays I, why don't you paint 
me the character of St. Cicely, to place in the 
front of our organ ? 


Nimble. What a charming thought ! 
- Miſs Crotchet. You play, I preſume, Doctor, on 
my inſtrument.— Points to ber harp.) 
_ Nimble. I did a little when I was a boy—on the 


harp. | 
5 Crotchet. But you ſing Doctor, I am cer- 
. tain by that concordical face of yours. 
Nimble. Really Miſs you over rate my abilities. 
Miß Crotchet. You are too modeſt—come you 
muſt warble me one little tender air. 
Nimble. What ſhall I do, egad Pll try, any 
curſed nonſenſe will paſs current with her. [ Aide. 


: A SONG. 
There was a little woman as Pve heard tell, 


Fal de ral, lal, lal, lal, de dee. 
She went to the market her eggs for to ſell, Falde ral, &c. 
She went to the market all on a market day, Fal lal dee, &c. 


And ſhe fell aſleep on the king's highway, Fal de lal, &c. 
The above very old Song was introduced on the fourth 

repreſentation of the Farce, the great ſucceſs it met with will, 

n 15 hoped, apologize for its inſertion here, ; 
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There came by a pedlar whoſe name it was Stout, Fal de, &c. 
And he cut her pettycoats all round about, Fal de ral, &c. 
He cut her pettycoats up to her knees, Fal lal de, &c. 


Till this poor little woman's knees began to freeze, Fal, &c. 


When this little woman began to awake, Fal de ral, &c. 
She began to ſhiver, and ſhe began to ſhake, Fal de ral, &c. 
She began to ſhake, and ſhe began to cry, Fal lal dee, &c. 
Lord ha” mercy on I, this can't be I, Fal de ral, &c. 


If I be I, as I ſuppoſe I be, Fal de ral, &c. 

I've got a little dog at home, and he knows me, Fal lal dee, &c. 
If I be I, he'll wag his little tail, Fal de ral, &c. 

But if it he net 1, fe will bark and rail, Fal lal dee, &c. 


Home went this little woman, all in the dark, Falde ral, &c. 
Up ſtarts the little dog, and began to bark, Fal de ral, &c. 
He began to bark, and ſhe began to cry, Fal lal dee, &c. 
Lord ha” mercy on I, this is none of I, Fal lal de ral, &c. 


Miſs Crotchet. Bravo, bravo---poſitively you 
muſt favour me with a copy of that ſublime compo-. 
ſition. 

Nimble. I could have done ſomething when a 
young man, but to obtain my high medical fame, 
I was obliged to ſacrifice all my muſical acquire- 
ments. 


Enter T 1SBE with chocolate, which ſhe hands. 


Miſs Crotchet. The world is no ſtranger to Doc- 
tor Chronic's ſucceſsful practice. 

Nimble. Succeſsful! amazing! Why, Miſs, 
(my hall is decorated with caſt crutches, like the 
Holy Well in Wales. I had lately the fat Mr. 
Alderman Chalkſtone under my care, when he was 
given over by the whole College of Phyſicians. 


Miſs Crotchet. | thought, Doctor Chronic, that 
the never gave over any one till the fees 
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avoid their expiring before the fees)---I radi- 

cally cured Alerman Chalkſtone, when he had 

neither a toe to ſtand on, nor a finger to hold a 

eup.---\ Toying with Thiſbe aſide be drops the cup. 

R 27 Crotchet. (O heavens! my beſt Dreſden 
tr. 


---| Ogling ber. 
Thiſbe. To another cup of chocolate, Sir. | archiy. 
Nimble. In ſhort, Miſs, I ſo radically cured the 
Alderman, that in a few days afterwards he made 


one in a Scotch reel at the city ball. 
[ Imitating the ſtep. 


---kiſs-be-mo !---ha, ha, ha!) 


Miſs Crotchet. Exque 

Nimble. (Tenderly) Ah! Miſs, I wiſh you had 
the gout in every joint with all my ſoul ! 

Miſs Crotchet. Really I am much obliged to you! 

Nimble. Not in the leaſt, Miſs ; becauſe I ſhould 
then have an opportunity of proving my tender 
great 


regard in effecting, by watchful attention and 
ſkill, a f cure. 

Miſs Crotchet. (How, Doctor? 

Namble. By adminiſtering my infallible ſpecific. 

Miſs Crotchet. And pray Doctor, why don't you 
cure yourſelf by your own infallible ſpecific. 

Mule. Umph! My little touches, Miſs, are 

all hereditary. | 

Miſs Crotchet. And the compliments you have 
juſt paid me, are as ſincere, k ſuppoſe, as your 
medicine is efficacious. 
Nimble. Exactly;) and would the gentle, lovely! 
Miſs Crotchet. O, dear Doctor, | turning from bim 
affettedly. 

Nimble. (Thiſbe, I'll be your Pyramus [aide to 
ber] Though my paſſion is ſudden, it is not the leſa 


1 1 Mis 


8 . = + : : - 
= A > * ad 
3 - =Y 


9 K. 3 — Fs = 


* 


* - — 4 IJ 
RECENT oe ES 
* 


Fan ˙ ˙ op 


i a 
bot wag —— * 
% 2 35 4 LE 


34 CROTCHET LODGE ; 


Miſs Crotchet. O dear, Sir | and-anty-large-ho--- 
Nimble. (To Thiſbe) Then ſay, my pretty char- 
mer, will you make me ha 

Miſs Crotchet. Pretty little 1 in what a 
con-dolſee ſtyle he addreſſes me | [ Afde 

Nimble. (To Thiſbe) And when ſhall it be? 
Miſs Crotchet. O Doctor, you are too preſto-- 
a little more adagio, I beſeech you 

Nimble. I am refolved this night. 

Miſs Crotchet. This night! O, for ſhame, Sir--- 
are too fortiſs-be-mo.. 

' Thiſbe. (The duce is in the man! I can't get 

from him. [ Afide 

Miſs Crotchet. (I cannot poſſibly, Doctor, think 
of ſurrendering to fo fudden a ſummons, at Jeaſt 
before the day that accompliſhes the union of my 
niece with your nephew. 

| Nimble. I muft ſcal my happineſs, to which your 

eyes aſſent, on that bewirching pair of pouting 

lips. [ Afede. 

Miſs Crotchet. Not for the world, my dear Doc- 
tor, till after the clerical ver- toter.) 


Riſing ſuddenly and diſcovers NimBLE 
kiſs T m1SBE---Tbey all tand enced 


( After a pauſe) My organ of ſpeech is ſtopt. 
ern; up the ſtage in 4 fury. 
Nimble. S'death ! irl's beauty, and my 
own curfed folly have — my hopes, at leaſt for 
the preſent. What the devil ſhall I fay? 
Thi/ſbe. O lud! what fhall I do? I with I was 


40 


hid any where. 


Nimble. Then follow my example, and beat a 
retreat. [Exit. 
; iy ſhould I be aſhamed? I am not to 
blame, I'll take courage---ſhe can but diſcharge me. 
* Miſs Crotchet. (Returning) And you, you ordi- 
trollop, to ſuffer a fellow to Kiſs you ! 
Thiſbe, Ordinary Trollop indeed ! © Not for the 


world, 
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world, my dear Ma' am, till after the clerical over- 
tower. (mimicking Miſs Crotchet.) 

Miſs Crotebet. I inſiſt upon your packing up 
your trumpery in a band- box, and quitting my 
ſervice this night. 

Thijbe. Trumpery in a band-box ! This night ! 
O, for ſhame, Ma'am ! you are too forti/s-be-mo ! 
"Miſs Crotchet. I ſhall loſe all patience---(could 
you have the vanity, creature, to ſuppole that the 

Doctor would marry ſuch a ſlut as you? 
Thi/be. Slut, Madam! if he did propoſe it, ©.I 


ſhould not think of ſurrendering before the day 


that accompliſhes the union of your niece with his 
nophew.” Ordinary Trollop, indeed!) [ Exit. 

Miſs Crotchet. Was ever any thing ſo impudent 
and provoking ! I'll never keep a handſome maid 
again, by all that's diſcordical. 


Enter Doctor CaRoNnIc. 

Chronic. J have at length got rid of the crazy 
Landlord ; my nephew, Shinken, I find, is arrived 
before me ; ſo that we ſhall ſoon have the weddi 
comfortably over. | ſeeing Miſs Crotchet] Mil: 
Crotchet, I preſume. 

Miſs Crotchet. I am amazed, Doctor Chronic, 
you can have the effrontery to look me in the face. 
Chronic. Hey day! why zookers ! this faluta- 
tion is almoſt as ſtrange as beau in buſkins“ at 
the inn. 

Miſs Crotchet. I really wonder that you, who are 
an aged man, and a grave phyſician too, are not 
aſhamed to come here, dangling after a gi 
Chronic. Me after a girl! ha! ha! I did not 
come to be married, I aſſure you. 

Miſs Crotchet. I know it—your ſcandalous pur- 
poſe, Sir, was ſufficiently notorious without this 
declaration ; but I defire, Mr. Pyramus, that you 
will inſtantiy leave my domains, and follow your 
huſſey, Thiſbe. 

* Thafbe ! 8 ſhe'll tell me bye 
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and bye, I fuppoſe, that I am ſome languiſhing 
Hero in a corner, and that I have ſwam here from 
London, like Leander of old, acroſs the Hele- 


ſpont. 
7255 Crotchet. You thought yourſelf no doubt 
(points to the ) a mighty charming a-pogitory 
between two ſimple notes—O ! you are a baſs 
man | 

Chronic. Baſs, Madam ! 

Miſs Crotchet. Yes, Sir, thorough baſs Tou 
thought to play us all, I ſuppoſe, but I'll 
prevent my niece from being in ſun- i: ſun with your 
nep put a double-bar reſt to it. 

Chronic. O la, Madam, my ſole object was 

Miſs Crotchet. None of your ſol-las, nor ſol-fas 
with me; your nephew ſhall never have the ho- 
nour of being allied to a Crotchet, that's flat. 

Chronic. Damme, to ſpeak in her own _ 
but this is complete diſcord—never, in all my 
patients or others had I ſuch a tune play- 
— on me; I marched here in a flow movement, 

am ignominouſly diſmiſſed in jig time. 
[ Exit. bobling nimbly. 


— ͤ— 
SCENE —— Fox ELLA's Painting- room. 
In the middle of the Stage a lay figure with a fancy drapery 


over it, as if ſhe had been recently making a picture from 
it An Eaſel, &c. on the oppoſite fide of the Stage. 


treſs of mind at my ap 
creature, Shinken Ap 
ſeen this agreeable Mr. 
attempt to divert my thoughts, (fits down to the 
eaſel.) what can be the cauſe of it? My pencils work 
exceedingly ill, and the colours don't blend wi 
their uſual ſoftneſs---T'll leave at preſent, this 
| 2 
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ject, (removes the Picture) ſuppoſe---yes, Ill try 
a new experiment, and endeavour to ſketch a hke- 
neſs of the too charming ſtranger, from the impreſ- 
fion his features have traced on my heart, I am 
pleaſed with the idea, (places another picture on the 
eaſel, again fits down, and begins to draw) ſhall I 
make it a profile, or full face? I'll prefer the lat- 
ter---Thelec are moſt excellent crayons indeed ! 


[ Seems to proceed with pleaſure. 
Enter LANDLORD, unobſerved. 
Landlord. I have popped my head into every 
hole and corner in the houſe, without diſcovering 
the Theatre. This, therefore, muſt certainly be 
the ſcene of action Ah ! Miſs Florella daubing 
the new ſcenery and decorations, I ſuppoſe. 
Florella. The whole contour of his features is 


ingularly ſtriking and handſome. 
1 d. Zookers! ſhe caught a peep at me, 
pe 


aps. 
Florella. I' candidly ſtate to Doctor Chronic 
my averſion to the intended union. 

Landlord. Doctor Chronic ! that's the very cha- 
racter my friend, Nimble, enacts ! Yes, Pm right 
at laſt l this is the Theatre, the rehearſal is begun, 
and ſhe is playing her part. 

Florella. It is impoſſible for me to conceal the 
object of my wiſhes. 

Landlord. But, faith, I'll take care, and not diſ- 
cover mine. Ah! a ſtatue fixed up! Egad, I'll 
make bold to take ſhelter under its ſkirts, and hear 
all, undiſcovered. ---( Creeps ſoftly towards it.) 

„ judicious perſon muſt applaud 


1 
e out |. 

as ſhug here, as a bottle in a bin! * 
3 ſeems to ſtart from the 


Landbrd. I peeping.] Likenefs ! why zounds! he 
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can't ſee me now ſure ! Ah! another of the Dramis- 
perions---Pll into my little bar again. ¶ hides. 
Enter Das RLE. | 

Florella. | fill at work.] There, I think I have 
already ſketched a tolerable outline of the too 
amiable Daſhley. 

Daſbiey. | Afide. ] © Amiable Daſhley!” my name 
furely fell from the lips of her, © who is more than 
painting can — or youthful Poets fancy when 
they love.” 

Landlord. ¶ Peeping.) Pha ! I could have ſpoken 
that ſpeech much =o. myſelf. 

Florella. Yet I deſpair of expreſſing the tender 
look with which he viewed me at our laſt parting. 

Daſbley. She is intent upon her ſtudy. By all 
that's happy, m it! I'll teal unobſerved be- 
hind the eaſel. [ Steps ſoftly behind the eaſel. 

Landlord. Ha! ha! I fee you tho'; and faith it 
is very acting. 

Florella. Had I the pencil of a Corregio, or a 
Raphael, I find I ſhould be incapable of doing juſ- 
tice to my picture, without the preſence of the dear 


original. ¶ Daſbley preſents his face by the fide of the 


Picture. ] Gracious Heaven! ( Parting and rifing ) 


what has my imagination conjured up? 

Daſbley. ( Coming forward.) The original, my 
lovely maid. 

Florella. O, Mr. Dafhley, you have urprized 
ee iy Ki Bei 

my e me 

your eternal 12d Kiel adorer ! 

Florella. Then, Sir, if your are ſin- 


cere, go to my aunt, honourably avow your re- 


gards, and preierve me from marrying a man I 
deteſt, whilſt I retire to recover myſelf. 


- Daſbley. With pride I obey---will avow 
my ow and prove myſelf your honoured 


PRE Lord. 4. (Advancing. ) So, they jure me 
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their exeunt, and I have an opportunity of ſpeak- 


ing a ſoliloqui-— When Roſcius was an in 
Rome. Plague! here come two more of the 
performers---Buz !---buz! I muſt pack myſelf; 
once more in my hamper. ¶ Creeps behind the lay- 
figure again. | 

Enter Miſs CrotTcnerT, followed by NiMBLE. 

Miſs Crotchet. I'll not liſten to a repeat of your 
addreſſes, your making love in my preſence to my 
maid, Thiſbe, was as ſhocking as to prefer a bal- 
lad to a fine bravo-row / 8 

Nimble. But hear me, I beſeech you, Miſs. 

Miſs Crotchet. No--not if you ſung like the 7taliax 
Hand-all, or compoſedlike the German Mark-Caſey. 

Enter FOOTMAN. 

Factman. Doctor Chronic, Madam, begs to have 
the honour of another interview with you. 

Miſs Crotchet. Blockhead ! don't you fee that 
Doctor Chronic is preſent ? 

Nimble. ( Afide. ) Here's a fine ſtorm brewing ! 

Footman. Doctor Chronic is without, Madam. 

Nimble. Doctor Chronic is within, Madam. 

Miſs Crotchet. What is all this? Shew the Gen- 
tleman here. [ Exit Footman. 

Nimble. Charming creature ! beware of an im- 
poſtor. The Chronics, it muſt be confeſſed, are 
very numerous amongſt the faculty---But for 
Doctor Chronic, of immortal fame, ecce homo ! 

Struts about. 
Enter Doftor Cnxox ic and SHINKEN. 

NiMBLE and the DocTor flare at each other, applying 


their canes to their noſes. | 

Landlord, (peeping.. © Methinks there are two 
Richmonds in the field to-day.” 

Miſs Crotchet. Bleſs me! they are as like each 
other as two Simme-braves. Mr. Shinken, which 
of the two Doctors is uncle ? | | 
Shinken. As cot is life, hur is not aple to 
ſay, tell, pronounce, or tecize, look 1 

onic. 
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Chronic. ( Brandiſbing his cane.) You graceleſs 


Varlet, I'll convince you I am he. 

Nimble, (brandiſhing bis cane.) You unnatural 

ung rogue, Ll foon beat it into your head, that 

am your uncle. 

Shinken. Pleſs hur, and fave hur, and tefent 
hur! hur ſhall have hur prains peat out on both 
fides by her own fleſh and ploot. 

[ Retires towards the Lay-figure. 

Landlord, - (peeping). They are at it---they are 


at it—very well---very well, indeed. 


NimBLE and Doctor CHRONIC SHINKEN wp the 
Stage, the latter, in paſſing behind the lay-figure, puſhes 
it, and the LanDLoRD, down together. 
<« Perdition catch thy arm, the chance is thine.” 
Miſs Crotchet. Heav'n's! my miece's lay-figure 

1s deſtroyed. 

Land Lill on the ground.) Which, Madam? 
for there are two of us he here. 
Miſs Crotchet. How came you here? I fear the 
man is hurt. 
Landlord. Grieve not wor tom _— for 
ou,” (gets up) egad, I'll e one amongſt them. 

F — 4. By MOOS ! the crazy Landlord ! 

2 Tas. Friend, what is my real name? 

Landlord. Nimble, to be ſure. 

Chronic. Is it fo, raſcal, (frikes the LanpLorD, 

who runs to the corner of the ſtage, whips off bis ſhoe, 

and falls on bis knees.) 
Landlord. © Thieves! Murder! Thieves!“ 
Chronic. Speak, you ſcrub-looking elf! Don't 


you know that I arrived not long ago at your ns ? 


Nimble. So did I. 
my life, and take all Thave.” 


Chromic. There, there, Madam! The Landlord. 


declares che fellow to be his brother Martin. 


Nimöle. — (recolletting bimſelf.) Yes, 1 


am 
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am a fellow. Fellow of the College of Phyſicians. 

(Struts about) A Maſter of Arts. 

Cbronic. Tis the Black Arts then, by the im- 
mortal cures I have made. 

Nimble. Mortal cures, you mean. 

Chronic. impoſtor ! I'll prove my pretenſions by 
the law of arms. (preſenting bis cane in a fencing 
poſture. 

Nimble. Come on! 

Miſs Crotebet. O! they will commit ſuicide on 
each other. 

Landlord. © Put by this barbarous brawl. 

« He that ſtirs next to carve forth his own rage, 

« Holds his foul light. He dies upon his motion.“ 
Enter DasHLEy and FLORELLA, arm in arm, 
TrisBt following. 

Nimble. Huzza! I fee Mr. Daſhley has gained 
the thirty thouſand. The medical honours of my 
head ſhall therefore follow my wooden leg.---- 
(Throws away bis wig and ſtick, then runs and takes 
Tr1sBE by the band.) And here is my little prize 
in Love's Lottery. 

Shinken. Odds ſplutter ant nails! Prite, that is 
to be, you have not hat another tumple, have you? 

Florella. No indeed 

Shinken. Then why ſhoult you make ſo free, I 
pray now, 2 the ſhentleman's arm? 
ley. Becauſe, Sir, it is pledged to be the 
lady's protector for life. F 

Me Garde, This is all arpego and crum-at-ties 
to me 
Florella. Remember, Sir, after the accident 
that befel me, you was fo gallant to ſtay at the 
inn, and prefer a bumper of brandy to my company. 

Daſbley. And affign this invaluable gem to me, 
though an utter ſtranger. 

i Crotchet. Tis all very true. 


Chronic. Why, you blockhead, neither de- 
ſerve her, nor my favour. ye 


— | Nimöle. 
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Nimble, '( mimicking Shinken.)) (Acot, hur hat 
tter gallop pack again to 8 Hall, near 


enmanmaur. ) 

Shinken. (Hur will knock your Prains out) 
take notice, look you, that * ton'r care the falue 
of a leek apout the matter. 

Miſs Crotchet. If that's the caſe, Florella, I give 
you my free conſent. | 

Chronic. And I mine ; for that Scape Goat, my 
nephew, is unworthy of you ; I have a great mind to 
alter my will, and — him off with a bad ſhilling. 

Nimble. (And adopt me and Thiſbe. 

Chronic. Upon my word, Sir, conſidering you 
was going juſt now to run me through the body 
with your cane, I am much obhged to you. 

Dafbley. You ſhall: have no occaſion, friend 
Nimble, for the Doctor's bounty. 

Florella. And Thiſbe ſhall experience my pro- 
tection. 

Nimble. Then Thiſbe and I will follow your ex- 
ample, and caſt anchor in the port of matrimonial 
happineſs, ſhan't we, my girl ? 

8 The wind, I believe, blows a little that 
way 

Mifs Crotchet. Come, let us forget that any diſ- 
cord has been played amongſt us, and as we ſeem 
now to be tolerably barmonical, I m—__ you al to 
my Conſort. 

— « Muſic hath charms to ſoothe the 
ſavage breaſt.” 

Miſs Cratchet. And when the performance at 
Crotchet is ended, that it may be honoured 
with the approbation of the company preſent 

Landlord. Is a conſummation devoutly to be 
wiſhed,” [ Exit — 


